THE PALIO AT SIENA
Even the mayor and corporation are infected
by the pervading excitement They are so far
carried away that, In the last days of June, they
send a small army of men down in the great
square before the Palazzo Comunale to eradicate
every blade of grass or tuft of moss that can be
found growing in the crannies between the flag- '
stones. It amounts almost to a national char-
acteristic, this hatred of growing things among
the works of men. I have often, in old Italian
towns, seen workmen laboriously weeding the
less frequented streets and squares. The Colos-
seum, mantled till thirty or forty years ago with
a romantic, Piranesian growth of shrubs, grasses
and flowers, was officially weeded with such
extraordinary energy that its ruinousness was
sensibly increased. More stones were brought
down in those few months of weeding than had
fallen of their own accord in the previous thousand
years. But the Italians were pleased 5 which is,
after all, the chief thing that matters. Their
hatred of weeds is fostered by their national
pride 5 a great country, and one which specially
piques itself on being modern, cannot allow weeds
to grow even among its ruins. I entirely under-
stand and sympathize with the Italian point of
view. If Mr. Ruskin and his disciples had
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